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One 


Author's Notes: 
m/m, fluff, first time 


Richie's heart is hammering. His blood is boiling. His face is flushed. His mouth is dry. His chest is heaving. His 
ripples are hard. His cock is throbbing and dripping. He is so close- two more seconds and- 


"Richie, stop," Jon says a little loudly, roughly grabbing onto his shoulders. 

Richie stops and moves his mouth off of Jon's ear. "Huh?" he whines. 

"I think we should slow down. We're getting carried away here." Jon's heart is pounding. 
"Sorry" Richie's heart sinks. He lets out a long breath. 


"No, I'm sorry. I-" Jon trails off, realizing the state Richie is in 


‘Its okay, you're uncomfortable." Tears spring up into Richie's eyes. He had been so close. 

Its not that | don't like it, it's just-" Jon sighs heavily. "What are we doing?" 

Richie catches his breath. Were rubbing our cocks together until we both come. | believe the technical term is 
frottage, Richie thinks. He read that its good for guys who are new to gay sex. All of the pleasure with none 
of the penetration. "We're just making out," Richie soothes. 

"But we're naked," Jon points out. 

"That's true." Richie is highly aware of everywhere his naked body is touching Jon's. His arms are hooked 
around Jon's shoulders. His chest is against Jon's chest. His hard cock is between his stomach and Jon's 
stomach and rubbing against Jon's erection. The insides of his thighs are pressed against the outsides of Jon's 
hips. He is on fire. "So we're making out naked," he reasons. 


"Richie-" Jon seems uncertain. 


Still panting, they look into each other's eyes. Richie absently brushes Jon's hair out of his face and then runs 
his fingers through the silky locks. He makes no move to roll off of Jon. 


Jon makes no move to push Richie off of him. Instead he runs his hands up and down Richie's arms. He is 
surprised that Richie's fingers on his scalp are soothing him. His anxiety lessens considerably. "I like being with 
you- this way." 


Richie smiles down at Jon. "I like it, too." 


"Richie," Jon smiles too and sighs softly. He lifts his head to kiss him again and Richie inhales sharply, taking it 


as a signal to keep going. 
Richie hungrily returns the kiss. "| don't want to stop again," Richie warns Jon. 
‘lm okay," Jon pants, thrusting up. "Keep going." 


Richie lightly growls as he resumes his forceful movements against Jon. It is fantastic. "Do you like this?" 


Richie asks, sucking on Jon's neck. 
"Yes." 

"Do you think you can come?" 
"Oh god yes." 


After much more delicious touching and rubbing, they manage to come at the same time, spurting their hot 


liquid all over each other. 
"Oh god, that was fantastic," Richie sighs, floating up from the endorphin rush. 

"Mmm," is all Jon contributes. He squirms slightly and Richie reluctantly rolls off of him and onto his side. 
He squeezes Jon's arm gently. "Are you alright?" 


"Yeah," Jon sighs. "l-" He isn't ready to admit how good that felt. He rolls over onto his side, facing away from 
him. "| need to sleep, Richie," he lies. 


Richie is instantly afraid that he rushed Jon into this. He strokes Jon's back gently then slides up behind him. 
He spoons Jon and runs his hand up his stomach, letting his fingers linger in his chest hair. He kisses the back 


of his neck. "Is this okay?" he asks softly. "Are you comfortable?" 
Jon places his hand on top of Richie's. "Yeah," he whispers, closing his eyes. 


Richie leans over him and sees the wet streaks on his cheeks. Why did he rush him? Richie panics. He realizes 
Jon was afraid of this feeling good. And it felt amazing. Richie starts thinking about what to say to Jon in the 
morning to soothe his apprehension. He then takes a deep breath and tries to relax his runaway pulse as Jon 


starts snoring softly. 


Two 


Richie feels like Jon's been avoiding him all day so he slips through the adjoining door to his room. 
Jon is in bed under the covers with a faraway look on his face. 

"Hey," Richie says. 

"Hey Richie." 

"You were so quiet today. Is everything alright?" 

"| know. | was thinking. About us. And last night" 


"Ah." Silence. "Jon, look at me." Richie sits down in a nearby chair. "I'm sorry about last night, man. | didn't mean 


to rush you." Richie apologizes. 
"No, it's okay. | was rushing too. We were both- rushing." Jon sinks his head back into the pillow. 
"I just- | wanted it so badly," Richie confesses. 


‘Oh, Richie." Tears fill Jon's eyes. After a long pause, he adds, "So did |. | mean | wouldn't have gotten in bed 
with you in the first place if | didn't want it" 


"l" Richie trails off. "Did you like it?" 

"Yes," Jon answers. "l liked it. | like you. I've always liked you. And | like being with you." 
‘I'm so glad." 

‘| guess | wasn't prepared to like it that much." 

"| loved it," Richie admits unashamedly. 

"See you've thought about it. This is all new for me." 

"Okay." 

"I just don't want anything to happen to our band," Jon explains. 


Our band. Jon had never before said ‘our band: "Okay," Richie nods. 


"You can sleep with me here tonight if you want to," Jon says. 
Richie's heart jumps into his throat. "Of course | want to. | thought you wanted to slow things down." 
| mean just sleep," Jon explains. "Leave your clothes on" 


Safely dressed in a t-shirt and pajama pants, Richie gets into Jon's bed and they wrap their arms around each 
other. Jon tucks his head under Richie's chin. Richie shivers as Jon's breath flows over his throat. 


Jon tilts his head back. "You can kiss me if you want." 
"I want" Richie moves his mouth to Jon's and kisses him sweetly and gently. 
"Richie," Jon whispers. "I think | love you." 


Richie's heart explodes and he floats up on a cloud for the second time in two days. "I know how you feel, 


Richie smiles. "Me too." 


